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and the pain of separation from
Him troubles my breast.

I am wandering yet in the alleys of
knowledge without purpose, but I
have received His news in these
alleys of knowledge.

I have a letter from my Beloved : in
this letter is an unutterable mes-
sage, and now my fear of death is
done away.

Kabir says : cc 0 my loving friend!
I have got for my gift the Death-
less One."
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I. 130. sdm bin dard kareje hoy

WHEN I am parted from my Beloved,
my heart is full of misery: I have
no comfort in the day, I have no
sleep in the night. To whom shall
I tell my sorrow ?